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How Did They Do It? 


O you ever wonder how the ancient folk got 
along without the comforts and conveni- 
ences of today? 





Without window-glass, without tooth brushes, 
without automobiles, without soap, without tele- 
phones, breakfast foods, stoves, and virtually all 
the items we consider bare necessities of life. 


FYNQUUUNANOOUULYONNOUUYONOOUUUQOQNSUULLOQNOUUCGOONNDUVOUGENNUUULCAOONOUUUALANNUULNNUUD ANNNUVLANNNNVYQONNNUVYAANNNVYYANNNNAAANNNOVVVANNNUWLANNVAAAANNVAANAN 


And have you ever wondered at the part adver- 
tising has played in the world’s development? It 
has made and is making the world better housed, 
better fed, better dressed. It has increased the 
world’s capacity for things that elevate, improve 
and idealize the important business of living. It 
is a big, vital force in fostering convenient and 
comfortable life. 





Home! Can you imagine your own empty of 
advertised products? 





Advertising is an authentic and essential guide 
to the markets of the world. Without its direction 
you lose much, and overlook much. 


Don’t fail to read the advertisements you find in 
this publication. Follow their guidance. 


They will prove invaluable to you 


Gee. Bee. Are. 


LIFE’S Advertising Manager, Madi Av » No. 598, New York 
B. F. Provandie, Western Manager, Marquette Bldg., 1537, Chicago 
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Cruises to the 
5 Continents 


Rio Centennial Cruise 
(Including, West Indies) 


45 Days from New York to New York. Sail- 
ing, Feb. 3, 1923 on the new oilburning, S. S. 
“Reliance”. A record-breaking, Cruise 
mitting, visits to glorious South American 
cities and including, Panama, West Indies and 
the Brazilian Centennial Exposition. An 
unique opportunity for pleasure travel or a 
combined outing, and business trip. Rates 
$750 upwards—New York to New York. 
Booklet on request 





Mediterranean Cruise 


65 Days on the S. S. “Rotterdam” one of the 
steadiest liners afloat—particularly noted for 
superb cuisine and excellent arranjements 
for debarkation. In the latter it surpasses 
any other ship chartered for a Mediterranean 
Cruise. The comprehensive itinerary in- 
cludes those places which are famous for their 
beauty or renowned in history. Rates $625 
upwards, New York to New York. Sailing, 
February 10, 1923. Booklet on request 
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2 Cruises Round-the-World 


125 Days of fascinating, travel diversified with all 
the Zaieties of ship life and the picturesque delights 
of the world’s most alluring, lands; on palatial ships; 
under Raymond-Whitcomb expert management. 
Such are the two sreatest travel opportunities ever 
offered the American traveler. Rates $1050 up 

A pre-eminently jenerous schedule carefully planned 
to assure inclusion of everythin, worthwhile and 
to afford accommodations for all Cruise members 
when ashore 

The following, places are included amon}, numerous 
others: Havana, Panama, Kilauea, Tokyo, Shanp- 
hai, Hong, Kong, Manila, Zamboanga, Rangoon, 
Bombay, Cairo, Naples, Monte Carlo 

Sailing, January 9 and 16, 1923—S.Ss. “Resolute” and 
“Volendam”—the finest ships for Round-the- 
World travel. The only ships in 1922-23 (char 
tered for such Cruises) built especially for service 
in both temperate and tropical waters 

Send for the booklets you desire 


Raymond & Whitcomb Co. 


Park & Beacon Streets, Boston 
New York Chicago Philadelphia 
Paris Los Angeles 


San Francisco 
London 
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Birds of a Feather 


“I am going to give you something, in spite of my 
convictions.” 

“Oh, don’t worry about them, sir. I wuz convicted 
twice, meself.” 





Home 


HERE is no substitute 

for Home, but there are 
times when you must live 
in a Hotel. Then you want 
the things that make home 
attractive—refinement, se- 
clusion, the privacy of a 
clean and well appointed 
room, and punctual, efficient 
and courteuus service, with 
a good kitchen ready to 
meet your appetite at any 


time. All these are yours at 
The Hollenden. 
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Time’s iron foot slowly grinds 
down the hosiery of the world. 
But because of its resistance to 
erind, Phoenix hosiery stands 
first in world sales. Its stalwart 
strands of shimmering silk 
minimize the friction between 
shoe and foot and enable the 
men, women and children of 
today to get unmatched mileage 
from their hosiery. And even on 
its last leg Phoenix still presents a 


fine appearance. Well heeled is 
he who experiences its enduring 
economy and refined elegance. 


PHOENIX 
HOSIERY 
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My Uncle Jim 


YHEN bed-time comes, I say my prayers, 
‘'N’ then—before I go upstairs— 

ncle Jim, he says ‘Look out! 

etter run; they’s bears about!’ 


W’y 
You 


Out in th’ hall he goes, ’n’ then 

Th’ big bear comes out of his den! 

‘Woof! woof!’ he says, ’n’ ‘Woof! woof!’ says he, 
‘| wonder where that boy can be?’ 


\ 
NY 
Whe 
‘Hay 


m right under th’ big chair, 

don’t know! ’N’ I don't care, 

he growls at Maw, as though hed say: 
you seen a little boy ‘round this way?’ 


"N’ he sniffs around among the chairs, 
"N’ under th’ sofa—everywheres ! 

In th’ book-case; on th’ pantry-shelf, 
"N’ I just sit ’n’ hug myself! 


"N’ then I laugh out loud, ‘n’ he, 
Turns right around ‘n’ starts for me! 
A-growlin’ away down deep inside, 

"N’ a-shakin’ his head from side t’ side; 


'N’ I don’t wait! I scoot for Maw, 
Th’ searedest boy that ever you saw! 
“N’ that'll do!’ Ma says t’ him, 

'N’ that bear’s only my Uncle Jim!” 


The First Hurdle Race 
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Memories and Reminders 


NE never realizes until one goes abroad how many " 


things one meant to attend to and left undone. It's 
simply appalling, my dear, how they keep cropping up. 
There’s always something to remind one of what one 
forgot. We were looking at the Nelson monument in 
Trafalgar Square, when my eye chanced to light on the 
- lions at the base of the monument. 

“John,” I asked, “are you sure you told the man at the 
kennels that Lady Fair was to have two bon-bons a day?” 

Of course he had forgotten. I scarcely spoke to him 
until we left England, I was so furious about his neglect 
of the only Pom I ever really adored. 

We saw those terrifying sewers under Paris. Most 
frightful places, my dear. Naturally, I thought of the 
contrast with our home and suddenly I cried, “John! 
Did you close that small corner window in the cellar 
before we left?” He mumbled something about not 
being sure. When we got back I found that he had shut 
it, but I worried about it throughout the entire trip. 

And Rome, my dear! Marvellous! You must make 
Tom take you next summer. We stood on the square 
in front of St. Peter’s and saw the chimney from which 
the smoke ascends during a papal election. It must be 
positively thrilling when they do choose a pope. Of 
course, it reminded me of something else John had for- 
gotten. He hadn’t told Aunt Joe to have our furnace 
repaired while we were away. Men are so stupid about 
such things. However, the Vatican recalled one duty. 


Young Alderman: 


His Wife: Oh, Henry! 


I sent a picture card of it to Dr. Grenson, our minister- 
the South End Presbyterian, you know. 

As I say, my dear, a European trip is a complete educa. 
tion in itself. It teaches you never to trust the doing of 
anything to your husband. J. K. M. 


Science 
H, we've yoked the slumbering earth to our will, 
And we've fettered the seas and the skies; 
And the lightning flash we have bound in chains 
Thrall to our might and slave to our brains, 
Up through the ages we've struggled until 
This is our guerdon and prize. 


For this is the dream that Franklin dreamed 
As he worked on his silken kite. 

And this is the vision that spurred them 
Morse and Bell and Edison. 

These are the voices Marconi heard 

As he studied and toiled through the night: 


X. Y. Q. 
Glue.” 

Bedtime Stories at 7 p. M. by Little Miss Sophie } 

Our Flag and Our Country at 8:15, by the Reverend 
\. Barnet. 

An Hour of Jazz at 9 rp. M. by the X Y Q Quartet. 


Mr. Glutz will talk at 6 on “The Making of 


icCue, 


~~ © 


Flaccus. 


Just imagine, those rascally street railway people had the nerve to offer 
me a hundred thousand to vote for their measure. 


I always knew you'd make good. 





Film Star: 


How much will you charge to get me my divorce? 


Lawyer: If you'll agree to let me handle all your divorce suits for the next ten years, I'll 
make you a special price. 


Our Counsellors 


T isn’t that we haven't got them, because we have, 

and it isn't that they don’t know a great deal, because 
they do; only they never enlighten us about the things 
they know. There is Mr. Henry Ford, whose wares 
resemble the British dominions inasmuch as the sun never 
sets on them. What he knows about flivvers would fill a 
library. What he doesn’t know about other things would 
fill, and as a matter of fact does fill, all the libraries of 
the world. Now does he tell us how he came to work 
his miracle.—to transform an extravagance into an 
economy, a rich man’s luxury into a poor man’s friend? 
We respect his name because it is stamped on his car, 
and what he wants to talk about are Jews, and education, 
and the folly of studying history, and the general dulness 
of the Greeks. Mr. Van Loon says that Mr. Ford's 
opinions are asked on these and other matters remote 
from his sphere of knowledge. They are not. There 
is no need to ask them. They are thrust upon us before 
we have the chance. 

Then there is Mr. William. Jennings Bryan. He knows 
all about his own brand of Democracy, a very particular 
brand given to the world in 1896, as rich in sentiment 
and sonorous phrases as it is indigent in sense and mean- 
ing. Its popularity was so great that it enabled its ex- 
positor to be twice defeated for the presidency. If Mr. 
Bryan would confide in us the secret of his power to 


juggle with words, his confidences might be interesting 
and useful. Instead of this he insists on imparting his 
views upon evolution. He has invaded the austere shrine 
of science, where words are accounted of no value save 
as a medium for conveying facts. 

Lastly there is Sir Arthur Conan Doyle who has a 
department of fiction sacred to himself, and whose 
mastery of it is absolute. He has created a character 
whose name has passed into a byword. We would travel 
miles for news of Sherlock Holmes, and Sir Arthur 
crossed the sea to tell us about spirits. It was spirits and 
nothing but spirits for him the whole time he was in this 
country. His temper has been so impaired by them 
that he wrote angry letters to newspapers (a thing which 
the wise Sherlock never would have done) because there 
were those who disbelieved. It is a cruel contrariety on 
the part of our counsellors that their counsels are alien 
to the fields in which they won renown. 

Agnes Repplier. 


The Cavewoman 
HE Pekinese Pup and the Persian Cat 
Side by side on a cushion sat; 
Said the Persian Cat to the Pekinese Pup: 
“You're a poor sort of dog or you’d eat me up!” 





CIENTISTS claim that the North 
Pole is gradually moving South. 
Maybe it will discover Dr. Cook yet. 
JL 
A general strike has begun in Rome. 
When in Rome you do as 


Lines 





Announcement that one of the uni- 
versities will measure the mental ca- 
pacity of freshmen was really the first 
intimation that instruments of the 
necessary fineness had been invented. 





the rest of the world does. 

JL 
The news that Germany 
favors the no-more-war 
movement is a good deal 
like hearing that a conven- 
tion of fish has taken a 
stand against hooks. 

JL 
Whenever the indemnity 
falls due, the Allies pre- 
pare for another German 
gas attack. 

JL 
Statistics compiled by the 
“Rock the Boat’ League 
prove that it’s safer to blow 
out the gas than to step 
on it. 

le 
Ireland, it seems, is intent 
on making itself the ex- 
ception that proves the 
home rule. 

JL 
When a woman finds time 
for reflection—she looks in 
a mirror! 

JL 
The Greeks and the Turks 
are fighting over Smyrna, 
but the United States will 
keep its hands off. We | 
don’t care a fig. 

IL | 
If you've got to see a busi- | 
ness man who is “in con- 
ference,” send word that 
you are a bootlegger. 


Problem in Muscovite Mathematics: 
If two herring cost 769,465,982 
roubles, what will it cost to paper 
the Winter Palace in denominations 
of 100,000? 

“ 8 





Old Bill Nickel 


Bill Pringle’s boy fell clean upstairs last Friday. 
was standing in the hall when a cyclone turned the house 


upside down. 


Isn't it about time that the 
stories of the Hearst 
Gubernatorial chances 
were stowed away amongst 
the myth balls? 

JL 
The United States is going 
to appoint a fuel director. 
Pronounced “fuel.” 

JL 
Duluth intends to present 
a furnished house to 
Walter Hoover, who won 
the Diamond Sculls at 
Henley in July. 
If Walter is a wise young 
man, he will look up the 
history of Admiral Dewey 
before he accepts. 

a 
The Irish, says a states- 
man, must carry out the 
treaty in their own wa) 
We thought that was what 
they were doing. 

JL 
A new book on “The Pri- 
vate Character of Queen 
Elizabeth” should interest 
readers who didn’t know 
she had any. 





The difference between a 
bachelor and a benedict 1s 
that one longs for the 
He impossible and the other 
has married her. 
JL 
They are appointing Dic- 





he 
The man who introduced the ukulele 
into Hawaii is dead. They are still 
looking for the man who introduced 
it into the United States. 

JL 

A woman is suing for $2,000 because 
she found a collar button in a piece 
of cake. In the old days people 
used to find a whole collar on a 
glass of beer and they never said a 
word about it. 


And now it is claimed that Hearst 
is only using Hylan as a stepping- 
stone. A lot of people would like to 
use him for a front porch. 

+L 
Upton Sinclair has announced him- 
self as a candidate for the United 
States Senate from California. 
Add Lire to the list of wicked cap- 
italist publications that do not sup- 
press the announcement, 


tators to run every form 
of business—baseball, movies, thea- 
tres and restaurants—and it is to be 
assumed that the craze will spread 
Perhaps someone will appoint a 
Mayor, or something like that, wio 
will actually run New York City 


In the future, those belligerent 
European diplomats who regard war 
as a game should be compelled to 
play all games on the home grounds. 








Running dive to harden sensitive 
stomachs for nickel-in-the-slot turn- 
stiles 


Picking fly off the wall with thumb 
and first finger for dexterity in 
getting change 


Hy 


Mes 
eee 


Practice in wriggling 

through tied door is 

excellent for boarding 
trains 











x) 
Watching for the bullet to train 
the eye to locate the station on a 
fast-moving express train 


Following the 
green line 
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Strap practice while reading paper Ironing board for reducing size 


Home Training for the Subway 
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ANODER VAR BOOK 


Events Leading Up to der Var and Events Leading Down from der 
Var Explained 


This is the second instalment of the new volume by that eminent scrivener, William Hohenzollern, 


entitled “My Four Years Out of Germany.” 


1 Early proofsheets from Mr. Hohenzollern’s private 
woodshed enable us to lead all competitors in presenting this volume to the world. 


The American 


translation is by Weber and Fields. 


Chapter V. 


HUST about der time ven tings vas breaking rotten, 

I invents der slogan to vin der var. I tells der vorld 
dot Chermany vants her place in der sun, Fine stuff, dot 
vas—her place in der sun. How was I to know dot 
Chermany vould fade? 

I tink dot iss a fair qvestion. Vell, anyway, Chermany 
vas faded. I did eferytings in my all-highest power to 
stall off der impendings, but der dummkopfs who should 
haf done der fighting didn’t mind der proclamations und 
encouragements I sent up daily to der front. No matter 
how much good cheer I notified my poys to haf, dey didn't 
seem to appreciate it not at all. 

Not even der blueprints of der Berlin und Bagdad 
railroad didn’t inspiration ‘um to fight for der right of 




















Fat 


TLAAZZA 


vay. Vot could you do mit a gang like dot? 
man to man, und | supply der answer. 
noddings! Und dot iss vot I done. 

Der more I spoke about Der Tag, der more it looked 
like it vas going to be der Tag Day for Chermany. Der 
more I encouraged ’um to fight for Gott, for country und 
for me, der more it didn’t arouse um. Maybe I should of 
mentioned myself first. Only der adv. about der place 
in der sun seemed to get any results at all. Und dose 
vas mostly inquiries. 


I ask you 
You can’t do 


Chapter VI. 
Vell, gif me credit, poys. I started somedings mit dot 
slogan. But der advertising agents of der competition 
vent und out-sloganed me. Vun guy says, “England 
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The Girl: Hey! Cut out the racket—can’t ye see I just got the kid to sleep? 
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“When I was your age I had no thought of taking a wife.” 
“But I don’t want to take a wife; I want one of my own.” 


hass got her backs to der vail.” Anoder guy says, 
“Lafayette, here ve iss.” Und anoder guy yet says, “Dey 
shall not pass.” All tree guys vas right. 

Mealing in Paritz iss not such a pleasure as it iss 
cracked up to be. All I got of my efforts for changing 
der diet is rausberries, mitout cream. Und der more I 
ponder on der brainstorms of der human appetite, der 
more | decides dot home cooking iss der best. Paritz 
pastry iss all right now und den. But try und get it, as 
der smart writers says it. 


Chapter VII. 
Vell, friends, it’s der poor slogan dot don’t vork both 


vays. Bismarck, he used to say, “Willie, my poy, don’t 
never start noddings you can’t finish.” Und dot’s der 
vay it vorked out. Der Hohenzollerns, dey started der 
empire. Under der Hohenzollerns, dey finished it. 


Chapter VIII. 

Der Berlin und Bagdad railroad vas der right idea, but 
der wrong direction. Der trouble vas dot I’m a guy vot 
has got a four-tracks mind. I like to put through der 
franchises qvick und regardless, 

Der Berlin-to-Doorn railvay iss a shorter und uglier 


route, but ven I took it back in 1918, it couldn't be too 
short to make me sore. Me und der whole Potsdam 
family arrived safe und sound, as der tourists say it. Der 
alienists claim I vas not so sound und der socialists claim 
I vas not so safe. Dey both can’t be right—or can dey? 


Chapter IX. 

Der vise crackers can say dot as a var lord I vas der 
flop, but dey must admit I changed der course of vorld 
history. Among der great triumphs I compliment myself 
I achieved vas dot I made ‘um call sauerkraut liberty 
cabbage. Dot's someding. I made.’um call St. Peters- 
burg Petrograd und I made ‘um call der /mperator der 
Berengaria. Dot's a little someding, too. Und ven ve 
sent der submarine boat to America, ve put der Deutsch- 
land unter alles. Dot’s vot you call a nifty! 


Chapter X. 
In conclusions I vould say, to justify myself, dot you 
can’t haf your cake und eat it, too. Und | take my stand 
in der sun as a cake eater. 


Chapter XI. 
Vell, I should worry. 








paint you as Truth.” 
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“Td like to 
“I'm afraid I couldn’t keep the pose.” 
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GOINGS AWAY 


Postponements 


LL her life Tess Raymer had wanted 
Slathers of sport clothes; 
® Bright, dazzling, fluffy things — 
}. With which to startle the natives 
9 And the summer residents alike 
© She knew she would have them some day. 
ust as soon as Tommy’s Aunt Patience died 
And left him her half-million. 
When she had grown almost hopeless through waiting, 
Tommy made a killing in the stock market, 
So Tess shopped all winter and spring, 
Buying sport clothes by the vanload. 
In May.a week before they were to leave for the country, 







Tommy's aunt died. © 
And Tommy, inconsiderate beast, 

Made Tess wear mourning all summer. 

They're going South next winter, however. 

. says there is a limit to her endurance. 


Tess 














Who Sit and Wait 


HE day clerk at Manor-on-Sea 
Has seen summer residents come and go 

Since the days when dancing was a diversion 
And not a fever symptom. 
Of the female of the species he says: 
“They sit all day on the veranda 
And tell each other how good it is 
To be free from their husbands 
For a few hours each day. 
But if the poor saps miss the five-seven 
And get here on the fivethirty-four 
They sulk all evening.” 





















Primary Causes 


sk Templetons always went to the mountains, 
But they've rented a seaside cottage this season. 
Templeton, as you probably know, 

Is Vice-President of an organization for 

Prohibition Enforcement. 

His work makes it necessary for him to be nearer 
Town this year. 

He says that’s why he decided to stay at the shore. 
Of course, the fact that his bootlegger 

Will not make deliveries in the mountains 

Could not have influenced his decision. 

















Pursuit of Happiness 


MBS Edward Van Hampft Jones 
And Mr.— 

The Van Hampft thing being a war product, 
Like the Jones’ fortune— 
Are going to summer in the mountains. 

Mrs. Edward Van Hampft, etc., used to spend the hot spell 
In a wrapper and a rocking chair. 

Her greatest exertion was turning over the pages 

Of the morning paper in the afternoon, 

And wondering how the Widow Murtha did all that wash. 
Now she will don $800 worth of clothes 

And pay heavily for the privilege of hitting a little ball 
With a slender stick, 

And walking farther in an hour than she used to 

In a month. 

And Mr. will accompany her. 

Thinking, in the silence broken only by the creaking 

Of new golf shoes, 

Of the grand old days when he used to sit 
In Schulze’s beer garden and play pinochle. 
Whose happiness the gods would destroy 
They make wealthy in middle age. 


J.KM. 





To Talk or Not to Talk 


Senator Sounder Is Firm Against Closure 


—__sy 





ASHINGTON, August 20.— 

Never before have candidates 
for election to Congress had such a 
wealth of political issues to choose 
from for their fall campaigns. 

Those who voted against seating 
Newberry can make a neat point of 
the lavish use of campaign funds; 
and those who voted to seat him can 
talk about the leasing of the Teapot 
Dome Oil Reserve. 

If Senator Lodge’s opponents per- 
sist in dragging in Irish matters, he 
can base his whole campaign on 
whether souvenir ornaments should 
be kept on the free list, or excluded 
from the country altogether. And, 
of course, there is the Bonus. 


My Own Campaign 

I shall base on a somewhat deeper, 
graver issue. To me the proposed 
closure rule limiting debate in the 
Senate is the most colossally impor- 
tant matter before the country to- 
day, and it is on my stand against it 
that I shall appeal for re-election. 
The idea of securing an immediate 
vote upon any measure now under 
discussion I cannot but regard as the 
gravest menace to the welfare not 
only of the legislative body but of 
the nation. 

With the country already stagger- 
ing under a load of unemployment, it 
seems to me absurd to propose a 
change in our political structure that 
would inevitably throw a considerable 
number of our foremost statesmen 
out of work. 

Obviously men trained in the 
school of talking beside the point 
could not at their time of life learn 


Senator Cara- 
way disagrees 
for five or six 
hours on_ his 
friendship for 
the Attorney 
General. 


CUS 


wrt 


to discuss the matter in hand. A 
great many men, I suppose, could 
offer an amendment reducing the 
duty on cement, give all necessary 
facts and arguments in five or ten 
minutes, and sit down. 


But a United States Senator 


is more thorough. 
Senator Blewitt., 
offering a similar 
amendment, would 
lead off with a witty 
analogy between 
the subject matter 
and the heads of 
the opposition 
across the aisle. 
That would furnish 
the chance for a 
survey of the mis- 
takes of the admin- 
istration and for a 
general forecast of 
the fall elections. 

Taking upaheavy 
volume, he then 
reads sixteen pages 
before he discovers 
that it has to do 
with liquid cement, 
which of course is 
not covered by his 
amendment. 

He spends fifteen 
minutes in fumb- 
ling in his desk for 
the correct report, 
fails to find it, but does produce 
photostatic copies of the correspond- 
ence between the Assistant Attorney 
General under President Harrison 
and the secretary of the Y. M. C. A. 
of Jersey City. These letters con- 
clusively prove that the Assistant 
Attorney General delivered a speech 
at the Y. M. C. A. on the night of 
August 4, 1891. 


GW 


According to 

Senator King, 

senators are am- 

bassadors and so 

ought to talk as 

much as they 
want 


For Several Hours 


the debate over these letters gets 
pretty hot, until finally Senator Ble- 
witt, with the warning that he will 
have an important disclosure to make 
in the matter at some future time, 
turns his attention to the threatened 
raspberry shortage in his home 


state and the Genoa Conference. 

That brings him back eventually 
to the matter of cement, and he js 
about to take up the advantages of 
lowering the duty when the calendar 
clerk calls up the next item, and the 
discussion of cement is postponed to 
come up in two weeks under unfin- 
ished business, 

Admittedly, under a closure rule, 
the Senate would be able to perform 
its work more quickly. But is that, 
after all, desirable? The maxim that 
haste makes waste has nowhere had 
a more practical application than in 
the debates on the Senate floor; in- 
deed, on this basis I may say that we 
have saved the country an_incal- 
culable amount annually. 

I have called some of our ablest 
business leaders into conference on 
the subject, and they are uniformly 
against making any change. 


The Great Magnate 


of the novelty business, Mr. Alpheus 
M. Dribble, said, “If the Senate 
should do its work twice as quickly, 
they would have time to pass twice 
as many laws for this country, eh 
now, wouldn’t they?” 

After making a few hasty mental 
calculations, I admitted that he was 
right and asked him to pursue his 
line of reasoning. 

“Ain’t that enough?” 
Dribble laconically. 

Even organized labor, | 
stand, is against the proposed ruling. 
The waiters’ unions predict that with 
a decline in opportunity to speak in 
Congress, senators will avail them 
selves more freely of the chance that 
the banquet hall 
offers, and the 
unions are adopt- 
ing vigorous reso- 
lutions of protest. 

Sounder. 


said Mr. 


under- 


Senator Me- 
Cumber try- 
ing to figure 
out when the 
tariff bill will 
reach a vote. 
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“Beg pardon, but haven’t I kissed you before, somewhere?” 


LIFE’S Radio Program 
TNT 
(Permanent Wave Length.) 


Report of the rainfall in the Canary Islands. 

Talk on “Choice of Shovels for the Making of 
Mountains out of Molehills.” Tom Watson. 
Quotations from Bartlett. Editorial Staff of the 
Forum. 

“Ivories and Their Uses.” 
Roach Straton. 

Song and Dance by the Smith Brothers. 
Bedtime Stories for Children Over Eighty in 
the Census of 1900. 

Songs by the Lydia Pinkham Male Quartet. 
Market quotations on Scotch, Bourbon and Rye. 
Tabulated returns of the day’s lynchings. From 
Georgia and points South. 
“The Art of Cocktail Mixing.” 
Bryan. 

Latest phonograph record. “Mr. 
Telephone.” 

Fairy Tales by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. 

“Legs and the Men.” Flo Ziegfeld. 

“Intimate Stories About Great Unknowns.” By 
Franklin P. Adams. 
“Drawing: A Fine Art.” 
Harmonica Duet. Henry 
Nicholas Murray Butler. 
“Questionnaire.” A Sandman Tale by T. A. 
Edison. J. K. M. 


Talk by Dr. John 


William Jennings 


Cohen on the 


Hoyle. 
Cabot 


Lodge and 


A Verdict 


NGELO, Benjamin, Michael and Paul 
Threw down their shovels at Liberty's call; 
Their day was too long and their pay was too small, 
The job, as i stood, didn’t suit them at all, 
So they shook it. 
Ichabod, deaf to the threats of the mob, 
Doggedly said that he needed the job, 
And he took it. 
Angelo, Benjamin, Michael and Paul 
Called him a villain, a slave and a thrall; 
Then, as he wouldn't quit work as they willed him, 
They killed him. 
The Coroner, sitting on Ichabod’s case, 
Learned that the victim was everything base, 
A blackguard, a ruffian, a shame and disgrace, 
A traitor for daring to work in the place 
Of Angelo, Benjamin, Michael and Paul, 
Those heroes who stood with their backs to the wall. 
So what in the world could the Coroner do 
But find, by the witness of good men and true, 
That Angelo, Benjamin, Michael and Paul 
Had nothing whatever to do with the brawl; 
That Ichabod, friendless, despised and alone, 
Had come to his death (which we needn’t bemoan) 
At the hands of a person, or persons, unknown; 
And what was the difference? 
Nobody minded what Ichabod said; 
He was dead. 





The fault was his own. 
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OMESTIC con- 

cerns—the coal 
strike and the railroad 
shopmen’s strike—have 
kept the Administration 
pretty busy, but there 
is another and much 
larger matter that seems 

to wait on us for action. 

Continental Europe seems to be 
going bankrupt. 

The most reliable information we 
get about Germany’s condition is that 
it is highly critical, and even French 
authorities say if Germany goes to 
financial smash, France will follow. 

We have some power to help in 
these matters, but there is no agree- 
ment yet among our doctors of 
finance and politics as to how we 
ought to use it. Senator Borah says 
there is no use of our trying to help 
Europe until the nations of Europe 
agree to stop fighting and making 
preparations for war. That sounds 
sensible, but can hardly be called 
constructive. It clings to the idea 
that we ought not to cross off the 
debts that European nations owe us, 
because those debts are a check upon 
the war propensities of those nations, 
and, relieved of them, they would be 
better able to start up armament 
again. On the other hand, it is 
represented that Europe cannot settle 
down to any arrangement nor dis- 
pense with armament so long as this 
enormous war debt continues to hang 
over her, and that the war debts 
cannot be cancelled to advantage 
unless we cancel most of the debts 
that Europe owes us. The truth of 
that assumption is disputed because 
we are not calling for any money 
from Europe on account of those 
debts, and are not likely to. But 
there has come to be a sort of dead- 
lock. The United States cannot do 
anything adequate to relieve Europe 


598 Madison Avenue, New York 


until armament stops and peace pre- 
vails, and armament cannot stop, nor 
peace prevail, until Europe is relieved 
by some sort of financial settlement. 


T is plain enough that something 

needs to be done, but it is getting 
to be a very urgent question whether 
that something will be done soon 
enough to save a general European 
financial smash. At this writing, the 
subject is being discussed at Wil- 
liamstown, but expert opinion even 
there is divided. One group would 
have the United States go ahead and 
cancel debts; another is for the dimi- 
nution or cancellation of interest and 
the extension of payment 
long term of years. The most en- 
couraging symptom is the beginning 
of an agitation led by the IlVorld, to 
get the public mind to work on this 
subject. We observe and do noth- 
ing. The [Vorld is very impatient 
at that. “We sit yawning on the 
bench,” it says, “and criticize the 
stroke of drowning nations. If our 
observers are accurate they must 
at each recurring conference report 
that Continental Europe is drifting 
from bad to worse, with no relief in 
sight; the statesmen of our lately as- 
sociated nations almost at the end of 
their resources; civil war, with an- 
archy and ruin to follow, audibly 
muttering around the corner. And 
we go on observing. As for holding 
out a helping hand, before it is too 
late, to our friends, our neighbors, 
our customers in trade and our fel- 
low-trustees of the garnered fruits 
of centuries of culture, that would 
be forming ‘entangling alliances’ and 
is not to be thought of.” 

It is pretty serious, The Senate in 


over a 


Washington occupies itself with tarifi 
and with efforts to raise the cost of 
living. The President has been oc- 
cupied, and excusably so, with the 
strikes. But this matter of Europe 
cannot wait much longer. If we 
have a duty to do and are not doing 
it, we shall pay heavily for our de- 
linquency. 

A discussion of these debts and 
what to do about them is proposed, 
between delegates from Europe and 
our gentlemen, and possibly 
that will come some helpful 
standing. 


ut of 
inder- 


AS for the strikes, the only straight 
tip at this writing is that what 
ever the newspaper headlines say 
about strike settlement is not saie to 
bet on. 

President Harding has done his 
utmost and expects to do as much 
more as is necessary, and looks to 
Congress to back him with as much 
authority as the case may need. We 
are assured by some authorities that 
the President has not been happy 
in his ministrations, but the mining 
camp notice not to shoot the organ- 
ist applies. No one who undertakes 
the job of settling strikes need ex- 
pect to give general satisfaction. 
Roosevelt settled a coal strike; \Vil- 
son averted a railroad strike; neither 
got a V. H. C. for his work. Be- 
hind these strikes is the fact that the 
relations of capital to labor and of 
management to employment are 
changing, and new relations are 
working out. Besides that, beneath 
the coal strike is the fact that there 
are about twice as many soft coal 
miners as are needed. 

&..S. 








Efficient but Discharged 


Uncle Sam: And meanwhile, of course, I have your name and address, and— 
er—if anything turns up again in your line—Ill be glad to let you know. 
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MANIGURING AND ALL THAT SORT OF THING 


Warming Up for the Inept 









WHAT WE HOPED FOR 
FROM THE ARGENTINE 
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They’re Off! 


HE four opening guns of the new season were fired 

in “Whispering Wires,” and after the smoke had 
cleared away it was discovered that, as in previous sea- 
sons, Right had triumphed. Vengeance was, however, a 
very respectable runner-up, and must be credited with 
the only distinctive feature of the play—an ingenious 
device for killing people, the secret of which we are 
pledged not to divulge. The only other people who know 
are the four or five million advertising men who read 
about it when it was in a short story in the Saturday 
Evening Post. 

“Whispering Wires” is one of those plantation melo- 
dramas, in which the first half-hour is devoted to planting 
cluc ‘ontgomery Stockbridge was just about as rich 
a man as you ever saw. He sat in front of a carved oak 
desk and shifted a big cigar from one corner of his 
mouth to the other and growled: “I inspire hate.” When 
he had nothing else to do he would call his daughter and 
secretary and lawyer and private detective to his side 
and ask them to name over his enemies for him in 
alphabetical order. It transpired that, in his day, he had 
been mixed up in “that flying-boat deal” and “that Lake 
steamship affair,” l... .ng him in a position where any 
one of thirty of his old playmates might be tempted to 
kill him at sight. 

Well, they got Montgomery Stockbridge, and they got 
him good. Surrounded by a cerdon of detectives, warned 
in advance, and locked in his luxurious study with a bust 
of his favorite transcendentalist, R. W. Emerson, looking 
down from the mantelpiece, the cruel financier was struck 
down by an unseen hand. The rest of the play is devoted 
to frantic attempts to keep the audience from guessing 
how it was done. 

It is difficult to keep a murder mystery going for three 
acts when really all you have is a trick idea which takes 
about two minutes to put into action. And, aside from 
its title and the basic trick, “Whispering Wires” has 
nothing much to distinguish it from dozens of other 
murder-mystery plays in whjch people are constantly 
being told: “Stop! You can’t go in that room!” 

Still, so long as there is something ingenious about it 
we may say that the new season has opened auspiciously. 





NGENUITY is the last thing that can be claimed for 
Mr. Belasco’s initial offering, “Shore Leave.” It is 
direct from the pile in the stock-room labeled “Quaint 
Girl Waiting for Sailor,” and not a bolt is missing. If 
it were not for the fact that Mr. James Rennie makes 
the part of the sailor a particularly true and ingratiating 





characterization, we might almost say that “Shore Leave” 
was the most tepid, artificial bit of work seen in these 
parts since “Sonny-Boy.” 

It has one or two very nice scenes, in which Frances 
Starr and Mr. Rennie show what they might possibly 
have done with distinctive material, but it also has what 
is unquestionably the worst scene Mr. Belasco has ever 
staged in the farcical riot on board a musical comedy 
ship in which all the gobs named Smith in the visiting 
fleet are assembled for a dance. It must have been 
during the rehearsals for this scene that Mr. Belasco fell 
off the stage. 





According to “Shore Leave,” and all the other sea- 
going plays in its class, every man who has ever been 
in the navy goes about forever singing chanteys and 
prefaces all remarks with an “Avast there!” or a guttural 
“Belay!” This habit spreads to the men’s families, and 
soon all the women-folk find themselves singing, “Yo-ho, 
blow the man down!” and “Rolling Down to Rio” as 
they scurry about the kitchen, bakin’ them pies. Miss 
Starr had so much humming and scurrying to do in the 
first act, what with gettin’ things ready for her sailor-man 
and fixin’ up that dress fer Mis’ Payne, that she was 
completely out of breath by the end of the act, necessi- 
tating the use of a phonograph as auxiliary hummer in 
the third act. And no one with a voice so mellifluous 
and refined as Miss Starr’s should ever be called upon 
to hold out her hand to a gob and say: “Put ’er there, 
buddy,” no matter how good a fellow she is supposed 
to be. Marie Dressler is the only girl who can get away 
with that kind of camaraderie. 





INCE “Shore Leave” is, after all, a good clean play, 

with a genial spirit and pleasant lines, it is perhaps 
captious to find fault with it on the ground of arti- 
ficiality. And if one of our second-grade producers had 
offered it, there would have been nothing to say but 
“take it or leave it.” But when, with all the fanfare of 
a Belasco opening, the tumultuous applause at the rise of 
the curtain on a very ordinary stage setting, the burning 
of incense and the inevitable surprise speech by the 
Wizard himself while the roof is lifted off and flung 
high into Broadway, when with all this popping of corks, 
a sugar-and-water solution bottled in 1895 is poured out 
for a toast “To the King!” we must turn our glass down. 


Robert C. Benchley. 
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); to the time it takes to print Lire, 

readers should verify from the daily 
ers the continuance of the at- 
ms at the theatres mentioned. 


Vore or Less Serious 


Cat and the Canary. National.—Now 
f the thrillers in town. 


i Errant. Maxine Elliott.—To be re- 


ter. 


He Who Gets Slapped. Garrick.—The 
f a clown, beautifully told. 
be reviewed 


M attan. Playhouse.—To 


K 


T Monster. Thirty-Ninth St.—To be re- 
next week. 


v pering Wires. Forty-Ninth St.—Re- 


this issue. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


s Irish Rose. Republic—Made up of 
rom the files of “Puck” when McKin 
running for President the first time 


ptain Applejack. Cort.—Wallace Ed- 
ind Mary Nash in delightful romantic 
ie 


Kempy. Belmont.—Just about as nice a 
medy as you will find. 


Kix Belasco.—The tempestuous existence 
Parisian cocotte made vivid by Lenore 


its Out. Vanderbilt.—To be reviewed 
eek 

nely Wives. Eltinge.—To be reviewed 
week. 

Partners Again. Lyceum.—Potash and 


mutter back at the old stand with a great 
new lines of laughs. 


Shore Leave. Lyceum.—Reviewed in this 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


Blossom Time. Ambassador.—Return en- 
ent of some real music. 

Chauve-Souris. Century Roof.—Russian 
ville which one just loves if one is any- 


ut all. 
Daffy-Dill. Apollo.—To be reviewed later. 
The Music Box Revue. Music Box.—A 


| idea of what a revue should be. 


Pin Wheel Revue. 
graceful dancing, presided 
Itow 


Spice of 1922. 
arden show. 


Little—An evening of 
ever by Michio 


Winter Garden.—A Winter 


Strut Miss Lizzie. Ear! Carroll.—Negro re- 
e which ought to be better. 


Sue, Dear. Times Square.—Regulation 


usical comedy. 


Ziegfeld Follies. New Amsterdam.—In 
jite of Will Rogers, decidedly not worth the 
money it costs you to get in. 


Don’t be too sure your sin will 
| find you out—some day it may find 
| vou at home, 


| 
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Familiar Faces 


AM becoming absent-minded. I 

have always been more or less in- 
clined that way, but recent develop- 
ments have convinced me that my 
case has become aggravated. 

Three years ago I was buying 
a shirt in a department store. | 
looked up to see standing near me a 
familiar figure. I stepped cordially 
forward, ready to admit that I 
couldn’t recall the name, but cer- 
tainly could never forget that inter- 
esting face. The figure advanced 
simultaneously, and it was with rare 
presence of mind that I recognized 
myself in time to avoid a collision 
with the mirror. I suspected then 
that my absent-mindedness was be- 
coming a trifle serious. 

Three years later—yesterday, to be 
exact—my suspicion was confirmed. 


street with my mind centered, I must 
admit, more on the latest discovery 
in the bilateral Baconian cipher than 
on the actual routine of walking. Be- 
fore coming to an intersection of the 
streets | saw a woman crossing in a 
direction that would make a meeting 
unavoidable. Subconsciously I felt 
a sense of annoyance. It was an 
acquaintance, I knew—a _ talkative 
acquaintance who would upset my 
thoughts and cause me unpleasant- 
ness if | stopped to speak to her. 
With an unfortunate cowardice | 
furtively turned to retrace my steps 
just as the woman caught my eye 
and recognized me. 

She was unwilling to accept my 
explanation, being convinced that | 
had a guilty secret on my con- 
science. Something must be done 





Of course there was some excuse about it, for she is my wife. 
for me. I was walking along the a. > in 
> 

































































INTIMATE GLIMPSES OF AMERICAN GENERALS OF INDUSTRY 
No. 42. Messrs. Wilcox and Gibbs eliminate the sedentary feature of the sewing machine 








CENE: Sitting-room of Frederick Twitter's home. 
= Mrs. Twitter, her son, Robert, and her mother, Mrs. 
Grinnell, are looking into space with the evidences of 


much concentration on their countenances. 
of Mrs. Twitter is a copy of LiFe. 

Mrs. Twitter (as her husband enters the doo. ): 
Oh, Fred! I’m so glad you’ve come. 

Mrs. GRINNELL: Hmph! 

Mrs. Twitter: We've thought and thought, but can’t 
think of a thing for a title for this picture of Lire’s. 

Mr. Twitter: Well, what’s the matter with the one 
the artist gave it? 

Mrs. Twitter: Oh, but he didn’t give it any. And 
Lire’s going to give $800 in prizes for the best ones. 

Mr. Twitter: Don’t see how a magazine can make 
any money that way. Rotten efficiency, I call it. Let's 
see it. (He examines the picture for a few minutes.) 
Simple enough—if you go about it the right way. Trouble 
is you women don’t use any system. 

Mrs. GRINNELL (beginning to rock violently): Hmph! 

Ropert (who has been waiting for a pause): I gotta 
title. 

Mr. Twitter (casting a reproving glance at his son): 
Bobby, please don’t interrupt me. (Turning to his 
wife.) As I was saying, system is all that’s necessary. 
Now, of course, the artist must have been thinking of 
something when he drew this picture. 

Mrs. GRINNELL (her rocking ceases temporarily): No 
artists think! (That settled, she resumes her rocking.) 

Mr. Twitter: Therefore the problem is to discover 
just what he had in mind. 

Rosert: I know, Dad. 

Mrs. Twitter: Of course you don’t, Robert. 
be foolish. Listen to your father! 

Ropert: But I do! It’s “Raisin’ Hell for Life.” 

Mrs. Twitter (aghast): Why, Robert! What do 
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The Twitters Have Trouble With LIFE’S Title Contest 
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you mean by such language? (Despairingly.) I DON’T 
know where you pick up all those awful things. 

Mrs. GRINNELL (meaningly): Guess Fred knows, 

Mr. Twitter (with dignity): Robert, go upstairs to 
bed, right off. It’s long past your time. (Robert leaves 
protesting that the fault was in the picture, not himself.) 

Mrs. Twitter: Of course they wouldn’t have any- 
thing like that for a title! 

Mr. Twitter: No, certainly not. Now let 
amine what we have here. Half of “Life” is up. The F 
is on the ground. He is lifting L and looking up at 
someone we cannot see. We are simplifying the problem, 
you see, by getting down to essentials. 

Mrs. GRINNELL: Yes, you’re making it very 
We never noticed those things before! And yor 
the title all thought out, I suppose? 

Mr. Twitter: Certainly—in just a minute... | 


S @x- 


nple 
have 


et's 


see now. The man’s not married, and— 

Mrs. Twitter (admiringly): Now how in the world 
can you tell that! 

Mr. Twitter: He looks too jovial! 

Mrs. GRINNELL (to her daughter): He can’t think of 
a title, so he’s taking it out on you! That’s his efficiency 


for you! 

Mr. Twitter (severely): Certainly I can think of a 
title. It’s—er—“ ’Alf of Life behind ’im and still raising 
‘ell.’ (Triumphantly.) That $500 is as good as spent. 

Mrs. GRINNELL: But not by you, Fred. 

Voice (from the top of the stairs): Say, Dad, don't 
I get half of it? It’s part my idea— 

Mr. Twitter: Robert, didn’t I tell you to go to bed? 
(To his wife and mother-in-law.) I knew all that was 
needed was a little system. They don’t make these con- 
tests hard enough. 

Mrs. GRINNELL (rocking more violently than ever): 


Hmph! 7. #. L. 


River Boats 
IIE boats upon the river 
Speak ever to my heart, 
And whether they drag anchor, 
Impatient to depart, 
Or whether they ply inland, 
Or turn them to the sea, 
No two of them are calling 
In any selfsame key. 
For mighty ocean liners 
Let forth a slow, deep blast, 
While tugs, black-browed and stodgy, 
Pipe sharp and shrill and fast, 
And battered tropic steamers 


You 


—_——— 
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Vouchsafe a few hoarse notes 
There’s magic in the whistle 
ey Of all the river boats. 
And yet although my pulses 
Acclaim each separate voice 
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Chorus of the Judges: We must make an example of somebody 


And it might as well be you, 


BOOT LEGGERCQQ 





The ship above all others 
That leads me to rejoice 
Is one whose sails to breezes 
Are lithely, mutely flung— 
The brigantine, the schooner, 
The ship without a tongue. 
R. L. 
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OUNG Mr. Aldous Huxley 

descended from the family tree 
of Thomas Huxley and Matthew Ar- 
nold expressly to prove that the idle 
are more entertaining than the in- 
dustrious. At his present rate he will 
not be long about it. Two books of 


his have emerged from the presses 
4 


of Mr. Doran since January. 
The more recent, “Mortal 
Coils,” is a group of four 
excellent short stories with 
a dubious little play. The 
other, “Crome Yellow,” is I 
don’t quite know what ex- 
cept amusing. You had best 
read and judge for yourself. 

A misguided young @&s- 
thete named Denis (1 really 
should finish that limerick) 
goes to a house party for 
three hundred pages. He 
hears several amusing and 
useless gentlefolk 
their well-bred hobbies. He 
talks a good deal about him- 
self, writes a few lines of 
bad poetry, tries to win a 
fair lady and even attempts 
carrying her up a hill. But 
she is too heavy for him and 
he drops her. Then his 





discuss 


feelings are hurt and he 
goes home and never will be 
missed. Perhaps such a 
book is a novel. I dont 


pretend to know. 

Be that as it may, the 
works of Mr. Huxley make 
me feel highly sophisticated 
and perfectly immense and 
quite envious of his set of 
acquaintances even though | know 
that I shall always be too immature 
to make good with them. For these 
young Englishmen are very knowing 
boys, and almost too precocious. 
But they can write quite enough to 
the point to put their critics in their 
places and it is agreeable to believe 
that life holds so much of l'art de 
bien dire et de bien vivre, as they re- 
port. That touch of French seems 
appropriate. These young English- 
men write in many languages. You 
can't be effectively worldly in the 
King’s English; as the old saw goes, 
“the French know how.” 


a THE, "LATEST, BOOK. 
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Hands Across the Sea 


NNE DOUGLAS SEDGWICK 
likes to keep you wondering if 

she will ever be as good as Henry 
James and how soon she may be as 
bad as Frances Hodgson Burnett. 
Adrienne Toner” ( Houghton Mifflin ) 
errs on her better side. The title 
role is that of a young American 


if 











Mr. Blimp. 


“Well, I must confess it wasn’t quite as interesting 
as the letter someone left in it as a bookmark.” 


woman who enters the exquisite 
security of an English family and 
wreaks havoc there. She is one who 
goes through life refuting evil, 
speaking in platitudes, knowing only 
the good of people and things and 
reacting upon her fellow men and 
women like a magnificent overdose of 
novocaine. She is a terrible woman 
who holds you by understanding you 
and by her belief in her own power. 
At first one tucks her neatly into the 
villain’s pigeon-hole as a just re- 
ward for being such a bore. Later 
one comes to realize that she was 
meant to accomplish great things and 


I hie you found that book interesting, 












to bungle small, and one worships 
her for her luckless and inevitable 


tragedy. Unfortunately, an obvious 
grand finale of war drives the last 
chapters hopelessly on the rocks 


HERE is something indelicate 
about praising a book for which 
one cares very deeply and 
recommendation carries \ ith 
it a kind of risk that the 
book itself may be somehow 
injured by falling into the 
wrong hands. So with 
Sheila Kaye-Smith’s “Jo- 
anna Godden” (Dutton) 
The book treats of the 
English moorlands and a 
fine figure of a woman who 
runs a great farm and a 
great heart, the one more 
successfully than the other. 
She is a superb person, glo- 
riously wrong-headed and 
4, convinced and feminine, and 
the writing of her story is 
drenched with the beauty of 
English country and _ the 
poetry of English love for 
it. Hardy’s mood would 
have been grander, had he 
told this story—and less 
bearable. Hardy's 
would have been less hu 
morously and less humanely 
done and no more tragic 
The blood relationship to 
the Wessex novels is clear, 


Joanna 


however. More honor to 
the author of “Joanna God- 
den.” 


HE LOVE STORY OF ALI- 


ETTE BRUNTON,” the latest 
of Mr. Gilbert Frankau (Century 
has no place in this fellowship. 


Among other things it tells how 
“only when he awoke next morning 
did Ronald Cavendish remember that 
Aliette was a married woman—an 
the possibility that, after all, she 
might not be one of the guests at he: 
uncle-in-law’s dinner party.” The 
touch throughout is equally light an 
the final impression is that of a nice, 
clean sex book without sufficient lean- 
ing toward brutal fact to interest the 
young person. 3. a 





“Five dollars for pulling me out of that mud hole? 


Absurd. 





It only took you three minutes.” 


“But think of the water I had to haul to make the mud hole.” 


The Strike of the Berlin Money-Spinners 


[ was after a careful study of the 
methods of American trades 
ms that the labor leaders of Ger- 
nany ordered the walkout that for a 
threatened the stability of the 
it Berlin banking houses and 
ight many poor families to the 
ve of starvation. Without a mo- 
ent’s warning, the printers em- 
ved in the vast government fac- 
es where the paper marks, pfen- 
s and crowns are made went out 
strike. Bolshevism had struck a 
egering blow at the financial heart 
the nation. 
\ll day long great crowds stood 
iently in front of the money- 
‘king shops waiting for their daily 
ion of currency. The enormous 
tor trucks in which the money 
s distributed stood idle before the 
rs of the delivery department, 


guarded by stern-faced soldiers; the 
jar from the huge presses no longer 
shook the building; the bins in 
which the money was usually stored 
were empty; forty thousand printers 
walked the streets, conscious of the 
justice of their cause and of their 
ability to hold out until the govern- 
ment should accede to their demands. 

As day succeeded day, the suffer- 
ings of the poor increased, and they 
made frantic appeals to the strikers 
to return to work, but the latter 
cared little for the misery of others 
as they had filled their cellars with 
enough stolen currency to tide them 
over, and many telegrams urging 
them not to give in had been re- 
ceived from their comrades in Soviet 
Russia. 

But the director of the mint, 
aware of the growing resentment of 


the poorer classes, and capable, also, 
of estimating Bolshevist comradeship 
at its true worth, was secretly pur- 
chasing from those comrades tons of 
the excellent paper money they had 
hoarded, and, on the twenty-fifth day 
of the strike, when there was scarcel 
a scuttleful of currency left in any 
household, four long freight trains, 
loaded with Soviet tender, 
rolled into Berlin and the citizens 
knew that relief had come. 

Eagerly they crowded around the 
open doors of the cars while 
with pitchforks filled the baskets and 
the aprons of the women to over- 
flowing. Sullenly the printers re- 
turned to work. Once more the jar 
of the presses shook the building to 
its foundation. The great strike had 
failed and money was again plenty 
in Germany. | i ie oP 
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mirror and watched the varied 
of wearied souls— plodding, 

plodding on to Hollywood. . 
Merton Gills, bearing vivid copies of fan 


finer and better things. 

Sleek salesmen from the distributing exchanges, prat- 
tling of Heart Interest and Sex Appeal. 

Stalwart cowboys, yearning for the time when they 
can get rid of their horses and play in Wallie Reid auto- 
mobile dramas. 

Ex-Dramatic Critics, earning eight hundred dollars a 
week by writing articles for the Bookman on “The Kine- 
plastic Art.” 

Efficient executives, pointing to charts, and asking 
testily whether the Westminster Abbey scene is absolutely 
essential. 

Frightened little monkeys, suspended on invisible wires, 
trying desperately hard to understand what the director 
means—because their poor bestial brains can not compre- 
hend the fact that he doesn’t mean anything. . 

Scenario writers, composing magnificent themes about 
the perfidy of the city, and figuring, on the side, that if 
they sell this story they will be able to take a trip to 
New York. 

Ruthless gagmen, searching for original ideas in thin 
volumes entitled “The Hundred Best Hebrew Jokes.” 


Tired stage hands, blowing smoke into miniature forests 
while “The Biggest Thrill of the Century” is being 
filmed. 

Lachrymose mothers, supported by gray wigs and )ot- 
tles of glycerine, placing lights in windows. 

Glassy-eyed exhibitors mumbling sullenly, 
hell is Barrie? 
punch !” 

Eloquent press representatives, with brows furrowed 
by the eternal quest for new superlatives. 

Beautiful graduates of the Ziegfeld chorus, reclining on 
the verandas of their Beverly Hills homes—from which 
you can see Catalina Island on a clear day. 

Ex-Cabinet Ministers, discussing the potentialities of 
pedagogic pictures with representatives of the Federated 
Women’s Clubs. 

The Great God Hokum himself, mechanically placing 
his thumb-print on miles and miles of perforated cellu- 
loid. 

Thrice-married ingenues ; sport-shirted he-men ; leather- 
putteed directors, illiterate angels, ex-authors, ex-artists, 
ex-college professors, ex-Coney Island barkers—all plod- 
ding, plodding on to Hollywood. . . . 

The new Lady of Shalott arose from her seat in the 
twenty-sixth row, stepping on several indignant feet as 
she slid out into the aisle. 

“What is wrong with the movies?” 
went up to the Zoo to meditate. 


“Who the 
What our patrons want is red-blooded 


she sighed, and 





“Forget Me Not” 


HE producers of “Forget Me 
Not” are devoting a certain per- 
centage of their profits to the orphan 
asylums—thereby putting the critics 
in an awkward position. Those who 
dare to knock the picture are ham- 
pering the cause of charity. 
So this department, for one, will 
say nothing. 


“Fools First” 


OME day Marshall Neilan is 

going to produce a picture that 
will startle the movie world. He 
hasn’t done it yet. Up to now, his 
genuine genius has manifested itself 
in spasmodic flashes. In every one 
of his pictures, he has concocted a 
few episodes of considerable worth, 
and then apparently has tired of the 
task. He has not been capable of 
sustained effort. It almost seems as 


if he directed three or four scenes, 
and then handed his job over to a 
stage-hand, saying, “Here! You take 
the megaphone for a while. I’m 
going away to get some rest.” 

Mr. Neilan has evidently tried 
harder than usual in “Fools First.” 
The first three reels, in which he de- 
scribes the activities of a band of 
crooks, are remarkably good. But 
after these are over, the drama sags. 
It is revived again for a few mo- 
ments near the end, but it limps to a 
weak finish. 

The entire cast of the picture is 
exceptional — Richard Dix, Claire 
Windsor and Claude Gillingwater be- 
ing the featured members—but the 
real laurels for the evening’s work 
must go to Raymond Griffith. This 
young man may be classed as a real 
find. He is a consummate comedian, 
and at the same time, forceful enough 
to convey a note of terrible ferocity 
in his villainous rdle. 


There is a certain amount of raw 
meat in “Fools First’—all of which 
is concentrated in the three reels 
already mentioned. Consequently, 
those who favor the New England 
boiled dinner type of film entertain- 
ment will do well to come late. 


“The Country Flapper” 


OROTHY GISH, heading her 
own company, produced “The 
Country Flapper” some time ago. It 
was a woefully weak effort then, and 
so was held in storage in the hope 
that some miracle would happen to 
it, and make it at least passable. 
The miracle happened, all right— 
taking the form of a new set < 
“funny” sub-titles. These had 
effect of changing “The Country 
Flapper” from just plain weak ¢ 
flagrantly bad. 
And so it remains to this very day! 
Robert E. Sherwood. 




















































Twice Eight to a Lady 


Flowers fade, ma’am? Thank the Lord! 
Boutonniéres that last forever 
Leave us gentlemen quite bored 
Your corsages, if they should never 
et Lose their waxen freshness, they 
many : Lacking beauty, would not aid, ma'am, 
Winning one who lov es the way 
Flowers fade, ma’am. 
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Los Angeles and Points East 


The New Yorker and the Native Son 
met in the lobby of a Los Angeles 
downtown hotel. Naturally, the talk 
was of Los Angeles, her growth and 
obvious prosperity. “By the way,” said 
the Native Son, “where did you say you 
were from?” “New York City,” was 
the reply. “By Jove!” was the enthusi- 
astic retort of the Native Son, “That 
town is the Los Angeles of the Atlantic 
coast.” —Argonaut. 


Old Scores | 


“Now I’ve had my revenge,” said the 
shoe-shop proprietor to his friend, as a 
customer left. | 

“Revenge? How so?” 
“Well, the young lady who just went 
out is a telephone operator. I gave her 
the wrong number.” 
—Kasper (Stockholm). 























Beauty follows? Thank your stars! 
What if dames grown old and witty 
Bore no sign of Age’s scars! 
Think we'd chase the merely pretty? 
Think I'd sit here being bored 
Were not old cheeks sunken hollows? 
No, my lady, thank your Lord 
Beauty follows! 
| —J. A. Abbott, in Harvard A "ocate, 





Synthetic Godliness 

DauGHTER: The preacher just phoned 
and said he was coming to cull this 
afternoon. 

MoruHer: Gracious! We must make 
a good impression. Give the baby the 
hymn-book to play with. 

—Awmerican Legion Wvekly. 





Dentist (to boy's mother): The Going Across 








“Aunt: You've been a very naughty 


price is forty cents with pain and sixty little girl to-day, Pamela. “This time,” said the barkeep, “the 
cents painless. Pamela: Well, you choulda"t come on drinks are on the house. 

MorHer: Well, then, I'll give you a Monday; that’s my bad day. “The house?” 
fifty cents so he’ll be just about able —Reproduced from Punch (London) “I mean on the boat.” 


by arrangement with the proprietors. b penat : . 
to stand it—Le Rire (Paris). —Louisville Courier-Journal. 


































Lire is published every Thursday, simultaneously in the United States, The foreign trade supplied from Lire’s London Office, Rolls Hous 
Great Britain, Canada and British Possessions. Title registered in U. Breams Buildings, London, E. C. Canadian distributor, The America 
Patent Office. $5.00 a year in advance. Additional postage to foreign News Company, 386-388 St. James Street, Montreal, Canada. 

countries in the Postal Union, $1.60 a year; to Canada, 80 cents. Back 


numbers cannot be supplied. No contributions will be returned unless accompanied by stamped ani 


addressed envelope. Lire does not hold itself responsible for the loss a 



















The text and illustrations in Lire are copyrighted. For Reprint Rights non-return of unsolicited contributions ; 
in Great Britain apply to Lire, Rolls House, Breams Buildings, Fetter Notice of change of address should reach this office two weeks prio 
Lane, London, E. C., England. to the date of issue to be affected. 




















ESTABLISHED 1818 


Byaoks Brothers: 


>E Le LOTHIN IN INGé« 
Gentlemen's Furnishing ods, 


MADISON AVENUE COR. FORTY-FOURTH STREET 
NEW YORK 


Telephone -ACurray Hill 8800 











Clothing for the Tennis Player 
& the Golfer 


Flannel Trousers, Knickers, Special 
Shirts, Hosiery, Shoes 
Hats, Caps 
Shetland Sweaters, Personal Luggage 
Men’s and Boys’ Garments for : 
Every Requirement of Dress or Sporting Wear BROOKS BROTHERS 
Ready made or to Measure Building, convenient 


Send for “The Packing of your Luggage” & “Memo. of to Grand Central, Subway, 
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Free Dog Book 


d specialist. Tells how to 
oy REED AND TRAIN 
your dog 
KEEP HIM SEAL TNY 
an 
RE DOG DISEASES 
ns put dog in condition, kill 


less, cure scratching, mange, dis- 
temper. Gives twenty-five famous 


Q-W DOG REMEDIES 


and 150 illustrations of dog leads, training collars, 
harness, stripping combs, dog houses, ele. Mailed free. 


Q-W LABORATORIES 


Dept. 19 Bound Brook, New Jersey 


On Pennsylvania Avenue 


M° appropriately, the cor- 
nerstone of the Capitol was 
laid t iy before the night of the 
Big \\ 

It is situated on Pennsylvania 
\venuc. at one end of which is the 
White use, just a Representative’s 
dream d a Senator’s obsession 
distant 

Every time a member of Congress 
enters the legislative building, he 
casts a long, longing glance over his 
shoulder—and sighs. Every time 
he emerges, he gazes intently ahead 
—and sighs. At the next National 
Convention, he does as he is told— 
and si S. 

Hope springs so frequently in the 
Congressional breast that its owner 
er leaning backward because 


ecoil. 


is fore 
of the 

Leaning backward is the best 
thing the average member of Con- 
gress does. When it comes to that 
accomplishment he can make a cir- 
cus contortionist look like a man 
with lumbago. A Representative can 
mark time on the edge of a dime for 
two years and tread so softly that 
he w not even wear down the 
milling. A Senator can do the same 
thing for six years and wear a look 
of importance the while. 

Congress’ chief contributions to 
the country are the national debt and 
Uncle Joe Cannon. The former was 
compiled through dotting the prairies 
with post offices and building naval 
statio: in the Great American 
Desert. The latter forced the cigar- 
store Indian into retirement. 

The only place where the Army 
Intell ence Tests have not been 
tried is in Congress. What’s the 
use? 

For all that, Congress is still a 
going concern, but it is going so fast 
that one wonders if it is not too late 
for Herpicide. 

J.K. M. 


_ Passengers on ships bound for the 
U.S. have adopted the slogan, “Eat, 
drink and be merry, for tomorrow 
we may dock,” 


LIFE 


Character Tests 


HOW him one hundred thousand 
dollars in gold. If he blinks 
rapidly, he is mentally alert. 

Ask him to sit down and then pull 
the chair from under him. If he 
doesn’t get up, he is lazy. 

Demand his watch, his pocketbook 
and his cellar key. If he inquires 
why, he is stupid. 

Inquire what time he got in last 
night. If answer con: ames over ten 
seconds, he is careless. 

Tell him to read a modern novel. 


Mike. 
initiative. 


If he reads it through to the end, he 
is obstinate. 


Exhibit a cocktail shaker. If he 


cries, he is sentimental. 


Relate the story about Pat and 
If he assaults you, he has 


Place in his hand a necktie of 


mixed lavender, red and mauve. If 
he says “Merry Christmas!” he has a 
good memory. 


Charge him twenty-five dollars. If 


he refuses to pay, he is hard to please. 











It reflects what you get with 
Williams’ Shaving Cream 


You've got to shave all your life. Get as 
much pleasure from it as you can. 

Williams’ will bring to your face the new 
luxury mirrored above. 

—Softening lather that saturates each hair, 
no matter how stout the beard, and makes 
the razor’s job as easy as it can be made. 

—Creamy lather that makes your skin 


Williams 


| TRIAL SIZE FREE 
| The J. B. Williams Co., Glastonbury, Conn. 





supple and flexible, takes out all stiff and 
leathery feel and leaves it glove smooth. 

Remember, the Williams’ lather is lather 
for the skin as well as for the beard. 


Get-Acquainted-Free! 


We will gladly send you a “Get Acquaint- 
ed” tube of Williams’ Shaving Cream Free. 
It will let you know the supreme luxury of 
shaving. Just say “Shaving Cream” on a 
post card.or clip the coupon. Do it today. 





Department 48 


| I want to see for myself what you mean by a new luxury in 
shaving cream. Send me your trial size tube. 














ABA 


WHEN CAMPING 


American 
Bankers 


Association 


FOR TRAVELERS 


-- you will 
find the trail 
through the 
financial 
woods 

shortened 





Ask for them at your bank 
or write for particulars to 
BANKERS 
TRUST COMPANY 
New York City 


























Quick Finish 


’ 


“See the farmer boy,” said the smart 
city slicker. 

“Well?” 

“I wonder if that yap has ever been 
anywhere ?” 

“He’s been in Germany and France.” 

And that ended that. 

—Louisville Courier-Journal. 














THE REVOKE 
—Alfred Leete, in The Tatler (London). 








FOO 


LISH 
MPORARIES 





Speeding the Parting Guest 


Arthur and Willie were playing nois- 
ily, though peacefully, when Willie's 
mother came out to tell the visiting 
Arthur that he had better go home to 
dinner. She had just turned to re-enter 
the house when her offspring threw a 
stone that sent Arthur howling in the 
direction of home. 

“Willie,” she 
“why did you 
Arthur ?” 

For a moment the inhospitable Willie 
stood abashed, watching the flight of 
his playmate. Then he sighed deeply. 
“Well,” he said, “Arthur had to go 
home, anyway.”—Harper’s. 


demanded, 
throw that 


sternly, 
stone at 


The Leisurely Unrighteous 


“Are there any moonshiners in this 
>>” 
part of the country! 


“Not any more,” replied Farmer 
Corntossel. 

“You ran them out?” 

“No. They got rich and moved 


away.”—Washington Star. 





“WouLp you call Mrs. Gowitt a good 
conversationalist ?” 

“Yes and no. She makes you think 
of a lot of good things to say, but she 
talks so incessantly you don’t get a 
chance to say them.” 

—Boston Transcript. 


Whoof! 


A patient, escaped from an j 
asylum, was at last discovered in earn. 
est conversation with a colored guard 
at a military encampment. By mean; 
of signs behind the maniac’s back, the 
attendants were at last able to capture 
him. Then one of them happened 
glance toward the guard and demanded 
in astonishment: 

“Why, man, what’s the matter with 
you? You're trembling and the sweat 
is pouring off your face.” 

“Yassir,” gulped the negro. “Boss. 
after dat feller been talkin’ to me fiye 
minutes I knowed one of us was crazy. 
and now I’ve found out it’s him, Ig 
so relieved—so relieved!” 

—American Legion li’ eekly. 


His Luggage 


A story is told of a Continental tray- 
eler who brought with him into th 
restaurant-car an enormous bag, which 
he deposited by the side of the table. 

The conductor promptly rebuked him, 
saying, “You mustn’t bring that bag in 
here. You must put your luggage in 
the van.” 

“That’s not my luggage,” was the re- 
ply. “I’m going to Austria; that’s my 
purse.”—Toronto . Telegram. 


The Youngest Critic 


The well-known artist had painted a 
picture of himself and his wife. He 
asked his. little son what he thought 
of it. 

“I think it’s pretty, but who is that 
strange lady?” 

“Agathon, don’t you recognize your 
own mother?” 

“Oh,—but why did you paint her with 
that strange man?” 

—Kasper (Stockholm). 





PLACARD outside a Provincial cinema 


“THE GOLDEN DAWN 
Will appear this evening at 7.30.” 


More “Daylight Saving.”—Punch. 





ROYAL MAIL 
to EUROPE 


*“‘The Comfort Route”’ 


The tang of sea air, the jolly hours on 
deck produce an appetite that Royal Mail 
menus never fail to satisfy. In the 
cheerful, tastefully decorated dining-room 
with the attentive steward at your ser- 
vice, dining the Royal Mail way is per- 
haps the greatest pleasure of the voyage. 
Roomy, restful staterooms. Constant personal 


service. Travel by the famous “‘O”’ Steamers 
from New York to 


FRANCE - ENGLAND - GERMANY 


Cherbourg Southampton Hamburg 
“ORBITA” “ORDUNA” “QROPESA” 
“ORCA” and “OHIO” (Buildinz) 


BERMUDA Weekly. sailings from 
N 


New York by the 
ARAGUAYA will be resumed in December. 


| WEST INDIES wo cruises de luxe 





to the West Indies 
next January and February by the pal- 
atial new steamer ORCA, 25,500 tons «lis- 
placement. 


THE ROYAL MAIL STEAM PACKET CO. 
26 Broadway, New York 
117 W. Washington Street, Chicago 
or local steamship agent 
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Do Something Silly Week 


ERHAPS you are one who has 

never been touched by the plea to 
keep the backyard clean and the chil- 
dren safe. But everyone should be 
happy to respond to “Do Something 
Silly Week.” 

For the benefit of those who would 
like to co-operate, we gladly suggest 
splendid ways to make the 
week a success. 

Try pouring gasoline over the gas 
- This is one of the silliest 
ou can do. 

\sk the butcher if he will let you 
have a steak for $1.25. 

If vou live on the tenth floor or 
upwards, teach the children to chin 
themselves from the window ledges. 

If the weather is hot, insist upon 
usband dressing for dinner. 
Now and then suggest to him that he 
give up baseball and invest the 
money in toilet water. 

After Mr. Smith has taken a drink 
of wood alcohol by mistake, ask him 
how he feels. 

Explain to the landlord that you 
think your rent is frightfully cheap. 

When a traffic cop arrests you for 
speeding pinch him playfully on the 
cheek 

If you find yourself in water over 
your head, try whistling for help. 

H. R. 


a few 


rang¢ 
things 


your 


Foiling the Mosquito 
bese woman who wakes up at 

night slapping in vain at one of 
these singing ventriloquists, mosqui- 
toes, exclaims, “I don’t see how in 
the world they ‘get into the house.” 
But she knows, and her husband be- 
side her, who is too tough to be 
bothered and wishes that she would 
keep quiet, also knows. They crawl 
in through the screens. A real sport- 
ing mosquito (and we must admit, 
considering the way they trifle with 
death in the interests of a little fun, 
that they are sporting) scorns to 
enter a house through anything but 
a screen. He will avoid an open 
door as a pool player would avoid 


Sure Relief 


FOR INDIGESTION 
\ ) JQ Bes 








25¢ ano 75¢ PACKAGES EVERYWHERE 
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is not a coincidence 


that the man of dis- 
criminating taste is 


a smoker of Melachrino 
Cigarettes. To enjoy them 
has always been an evidence 


of an appreciation of the 
finer things of life. 


MELACHRINO Cigarettes are made 
from the choicest and most carefully selected 
Turkish tobaccos grown, and because of 
their superb and unchanging quality, they 
have had no rival for forty-three years. 


Qe 


MELACHRINO 





a “set up” in front of the corner 
pocket; he must have a screen if he 
has to travel entirely around the 
dwelling to find it. 

And humans, succulent fools, keep 
on furnishing the mosquitoes the 
wire netting through which they 
may crawl into the restfulness of the 
bed rooms. They have not yet 
realized that the mosquito problem 
could be ended immediately by the 
very simple process of removing 
such so-called protection to the 
cellar, or the attic. As a consequence, 
the little pests, being unable to crawl 
through the screens, would be unable 
to reach their victims. Or if some 
unusually clever mosquito, through 
his keenly developed instinct, suc- 
ceeded in discovering the screens in 
their hiding place, he would have 
nothing to bite once he had accom- 
plished the feat. 7. &. &. 


“The One Cigarette Sold the World Over” 





Castles in the Air 
“Wuat is your idea of the height 
of futility?” 
“A woodpeckér trying to build a 
nest in a concrete telephone pole.” 








“Four thousand for the ground floor! 
Haven't you anything lower?” 


“Yes, sir, the basement.” 
—Sans-Géne (Paris). 
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LIFE’S Fresh Air Fund 


Lire’s Fresu Arr Funp has been in opera- 
tion for the past thirty-five years. In that 
time it has expended $205,652.78 and has 
given a fortnight in the country to 42,722 
poor city children. 

Contributions, which are acknowledged in 
Lire about three weeks after their receipt, 
should be made payable to Lire’s Fresu AIR 
Funp, and sent to 598 Madison Ave., New 
York City. 


Previously acknowledged $17,861.57 
Emma Rounds, New York City.. 9.00 
Helen M. Bowers, Boise, Idaho. 5.00 
W. H. Rice, Hawaii 5.00 
Mrs. Louise M. Remington, Boston, 

Mass. 10.00 
“Anonymous,” Brooklyn, N. Y..... 10.00 
Eleanor Kerr, Staten Island, N. Y. 10.00 
Carroll B. Whitcomb, Brooklyn, 

N. Y. 10.00 
Mollie Lovejoy, Schenectady, N. Y. 50.00 
Mr. and Mrs. Galbraith Miller, Jr., 

Milwaukee, Wis. 

Lewis D. Truslow, Charleston, W. 

Va. 

Hattie M. "Bradford, Houlton, Me. 
oe Geemneee Os E. Ca Boece cscaexas 
Mr. and Mrs. E. G. Goodell, Stev- 

a Oe eee 
In Memory of Warren Bacon Curtis 
Abbie Greenleaf Library, Fran- 

conia, N. 

Mrs. F. H. Morley, Colo. Springs, 

Colo. 

Quinibeck Juniors, So. Fairlee, Vt. 
Miriam Brush, Brooklyn, N. Y..... 
Vincent Astor, New York City.... 
W. M. H., Chestnut Hill, Mass.... 
“Room 1213” 

Mrs. Baker, New York City 

Dr. A. E. Harrison, Herington, 

Kan. 10.00 
“In Memory of Allan Dickson 

Darte” 25.00 
— Irving Woodriff, Somerset, 

10.00 
Miss. Ethel DuBois, Northeast Har- 

bor, Me. 100.00 
Mary I. Sterling, Erie, 50.00 
P. C. R., New York City 10.00 
Miss A. S. Deas, Summerville, S. C. 1.00 
“TT. os Ge” 10.00 
Dr. D. E. Graham, Ottumwa, Ia. 10.00 
Agra McKinley, Wheeling, W. Va. 5.00 
Johnson Bennett McKinley, Wheel- 

ing, W. Va 5.00 
Edwards “Kids,” . 10.00 
B. W., St. Paul, Mi 1.00 
Mrs. G. Hunter ‘Brown, New York 

City 2.50 
Mrs. Charlotte E. 

Newton, Mass 5.00 
A Fresh Air Fiend 10.00 
D. McNair, Essex Fells, N. J.... 10.00 
Quinibeck Junior Camp, So. Fairlee, 

Vt. 10.00 
Mrs. Girard Rice Lowery, Essex, 

mM. Se 10.00 
Mr. and Mrs. Charles H. Belknap, 

Sacramento, C 10.00 
H. H. Buggie, Toledo, O 10.00 
In Memory of William Ralston 

Babcock 5.00 
Hazel Nelson, Ithaca, N. Y 10.00 
A. M. Tilney, Orange, N. 15.00 
“N. M. F.,” Maynard, Mass...... 25.00 
Kenneth Taylor, New York City.. 5.00 


$18,548.07 


People Never Make Mistakes 
Any More—But 


The information upon which their 
assertions are based has been errone- 
ously interpreted. 

They have accepted too literally 
the somewhat loosely collected facts. 

Their exact meaning is obscured 
by the absence of definite reports. 

Lacking charts the full purport of 
their statements is not evident. 

Decisions made at such confer- 
ences are likely to prove slightly in- 
accurate. J. H. A. 








Burlesque 


is the foundation of all humor. 
It orginated with our simian 
ancestors long before William J. 
Bryan was born. Its lineal de- 
scendant, Satire, has inspired 
every great humorist— from Ra- 
belais to Ring Lardner— from 
Aristophanes to George Ade 


Last Year LIFE issued a Burlesijue 
Number, in which we parodied 
our contemporary American n 
azines. It was one of the 
notable events in LIFE’S hist 


Having performed this servic« 
the magazines, we feel that t! 
newspapers should not be neg): 
ed. And'so we have prepared : 
second Burlesque Number— 


The Sunday Edition 
of Life 


which will be on sale Sunday 
September 3rd. 

Although the number contains 
everything that the typical Sun- 
day newspaper has to offer, it : 
published in LIFE’S usual compac 
form—so that you won't have t 
handle it with a pitchfork. 





It would be advisable, and appro- 
priate, to order a copy of the SuN- 
pay Epition oF Lire from your 
news-dealer in advance. He can 
deliver it with the rest of the 
papers on the Sabbath morning. 


























) Get Our Survey Gratis 





quickly cleared of 
Pimples, Blackheads, 


or body—Enlarged 

Oily or Shiny Skin, CLEAR-TONEB 
has been Tried, Tested and Proven 

ite merits in over 100,000 test cases. 
WRITE TODAY for my 
FreeBooklet—"‘A CLEAR- 
Tone SKIN”’—telling how 
I cured myself after being afflicted fifteen years. 
E. S. GIVENS, 226 Chemical Bidg., Kansas City, Me. 
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Rhymed Reviews 


The Practice of Autosuggestion 
by the Method of Emile Coué 


By C. Harry Brooks. Dodd, Mead & Co. 


OULD you be freed from 
every kind 


Of woe and make your forces 
double ? 

Bamboozle dark Subconscious Mind, 

That ever-present source of trouble. 


Subconscious Mind! He pumps my 
od, 
Controls my breathing apparatus, 
Digest: my food,—lI call him “Bud,” 
Becaiise he’s my Divine Afflatus. 


A clever, contumacious child, 
He n't be reasoned with, con- 
ind him! 
Dicta simply drives him wild; 
ere’s a way to get around 
m. 


ty times or so, you say, 

the Land of Dream re- 
ives you, 
ting better every day,” 
uscious Mind at last believes 
Ou. 


once you've put the thing 
cross, 
vell to bunion, cough, or 
etter ! 
scious Mind, the body’s boss, 
need, will quickly make you 
better. 


itter what your goal or aim, 
You must not doubt yourself a 
ninute, 
But say, “Of course I'll win the 
game !”"— 
Subconscious Mind will make you 
win it. 


d to sing, or pay a bill, 

ear to raise the faintest 
juestion ; 

say, “I'll try”; respond, “I 
will !"— 

onscious Mind obeys Sug- 
gestion, 


is this chap, Subconscious 
Mind ?— 
Dr. Freud, “A darned old 
roué,” 
no! If somewhat unretined, 
vood old scout!” says Dr. Coué. 
A. G. 
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have and to hold a lovely com- 
plexion is the delightful experience 
of a woman who uses Pears’ Soap. 


“Good morning! 


Have you used Pears’ Soap?” 





’ 
SOAP 


Our Charming Competitors 


HERE are still occasional fright- 
ened flurries, real or simulated, 
emanating from individuals who pro- 
fess to see danger in the rising tide 
of feminism which they think threat- 
ens to engulf the social and industrial 
world. This they endeavor to stem 
by the old Canute method of plant- 
ing a swivel chair on the strand and 
pointing a fountain pen sternly at 
the sisterly sea. To re-enforce their 
position they erect huge signboards 
along the masculine coast, on man- 
land, announcing in no uncertain 
tones that “The Ocean’s Place Is in 
Its Bed!” or words to that effect. 
But this apparently has no effect. 
Canute just can’t make those wild 
waves. behave; the tide keeps on 
rising and, ever and anon, it is nec- 
essary to roll back the swivel chair 
and remove the tottering signboard. 
It is this spirit which is keeping 
a lot of men idle, a spirit to be for- 
given and understood, but to be com- 
bated, nevertheless. 


But as for the women doing it! 
Nonsense. Why, a man holds the 
high-trump always, if he only knew 
it. If all else fails, he can always 
marry her, can’t he? Well, perhaps 
not always, but usually. 

Only yesterday my Uncle Horace 
said apologetically, “Woman's place 
is in the home!” 

“Look out, Uncle,” I said, “you'll 
get your feet wet.” 

He didn’t understand me, but of 
course, he wouldn't. G. S. C. 


Query of the Middle-Aged 


WO elderly ladies were return- 

ing from a party at which all the 
family, young and old, had been 
present. “When I was young,” said 
the elder, “I was taught to be quiet so 
that my elders could talk.—and now 
that I am growing old, I find that 
I must be quiet so that the younger 
generation will be able to learn self- 
expression. I should like to know 
when my turn is coming!” 
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by specially chartered Cunard Line new steamship 


“SAMARIA” 
A Cruise De Luxe 


Strictly limited to 400 guests 

January 24 to May 31,1923 Sailing eastward from New York 
YN ym panorama of the world we live in—the wonders 

of the living age—the marvels of bygone civilizations—many 
different peoples and races—strange customs—you will find them 
all in this Golden Jubilee Cruise, which marks the 50th year since 
Thomas Cook, the founder of our organization, conducted his 
first tour around the world. 
On a magnificent new Cunarder you will circumnavigate the 
globe in 127 days—days that will ever be gratefully remembered. 
There is a wonderful itinerary —with visits at Mediterranean Ports 
—Egypt, etc.—four weeks in British India, Dutch East Indies, and 
Straits Settlements—Saigon, Manila, China—two weeks in Japan, 
etc.—visiting each country under the most favorable climatic conditions. 


THOS. COOK & SON 


245 Broadway NEW YORK 561 Fifth Avenue 
BOSTON CHICAGO LOS ANGELES TORONTO 
PHILADELPHIA SAN FRANCISCO MONTREAL VANCOUVER 

















For That Tired Feeling 
Try 
A Subscription to 


Life 

Have a Good, Hearty Laugh 

and forget you felt sad. 

LiFe’s artistic pictures and bright text 
will interest you and cheer you. Just try 
it yourself for a year, or, Obey That 
Impulse, and for a trial trip, avail your- 
self of our 





Special Offer 


Enclosed find One Dollar (Canadian $1.20, Foreign 
$1.40). Send Lire for the next ten weeks to 








Open only to new subscribers; no subscriptions renewed 
at this rate. 


LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, New York 
One Year $5 Canadian $5.80 Foreign $6.60 
85 
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Bottles 


WAS ever a moderate toper, 

And the loss of my drinks doesn’t jar. 
Ah, no; what I miss most acutely is this— 

The bottle just back of the bar, 


The line of the bottles, the shine of the bottles. 


The bottles just back of the bar. 


Square bottles wherein there was excellent 
Round bottles of cognac, and some 
Deep red with the redness of rum, 


And flasks of cool green with a glorious sh: 


And some you'd discern 
That would glimmer and burn 


From the fire of the liqueur that lay in their 


Flat bottles, 
Fat bottles, 
Bottles with shapes 
Slim as a vase’s or round as a grape’s; 
Bottles of drink, 
Black—black as ink; 
Pinch-sided bottles and bottles distended, 


Gleaming and glowing with colors that blended 


Into a harmony rich to the eye— 


Now all that splendor and beauty’s gone by 


*Tisn’t the drink that I’m hating to lose, 

It’s just the sight of the glorious hues 
Found in those small bottles, 
Slender and tall bottles— 

Colors a painter would gorgeously use: 
Green, red and yellow, — 
Brown that is mellow— 
Lord, ‘how the memory tortures a fellow! 


Somehow these bottles of soda and such 
Lack the warm touch— 
Lack the rich fancy in color and shape 
Old bottles had in the days of the grape. 


Well, customs change and—they tell me—advance! 


Maybe—but bottles have lost their romance! 


For I was a moderate toper, 
And losing my drinks doesn’t jar. 

But what I do miss most acutely is this— 
The bottles just back of the bar; 


The gleam of the bottles, the beam of the bottles, 
The tint of the bottles, the glint of the bottles- 


The bottles just back of the bar. 


By Radio 


B. B. 


HOMAS rested, and relaxed and refreshed his soul. 

He felt the need of music to soothe him, so he 
pressed the China button of his radio, but immediately he 
shut it off. They were playing “I’m Dizzy Over Lizzy,” 


in the peculiar rhythm of Chinese music. 


He tried Italy, hoping to hear some grand opera, but 
a hurdy-gurdy was playing the same song in the streets. 
In Spain they were playing it in Spanish Fandango 


fashion. 


He switched in a New York musical comedy, but the 
chorus had just come on with “I’m Dizzy Over Lizzy” 
for an encore. He thought surely in a hamlet oi the 
Middle West he would hear folk songs, but there they 


were playing it on a phonograph. He tried Paris, Alaska, , 


and Australia, but “I’m Dizzy Over Lizzy” had gone to 


the ends of the earth. 


Despairing, he pressed a tiny button to his left, and 


listened to the grass growing for a while. 


Tue CAREY PRINTING CO. Ine. 
New Yor 
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Here's the reason why- 


EN who know good 
pipe tobacco are ap- 
pealed to by Velvet’s aged- 
in-the-wood mellowness. 


Right after the Kentucky 
Burley heart leaf is sun- 
ripened, it is packed inside 
of wooden hogsheadstoage 
slowly for two full years. 


When we take the tobacco 
out, 7t’s different. 


Nature has improved it. 
Time has mellowed it. 


All the bite and harshness 


have evaporated. 


And the on/y way to make 
pipe tobacco so mild and 
mellow is by two years’ 
ageing in the wood. 


It is significant that Velvet 
isthe fastest growing brand. 


Liccetr & Myers Tosacco Co. 


the 
aged 
in the 
wood 
pipe 
tobacco 
MILD and 


MELLOW 





